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masonry floating wraith-like on serene blue depths
of air; in a blood-red setting the frozen beauty of
an arctic dream.
The foreground was a garden set with funereal
cypresses; a melancholy Italian garden sombre
with death's shadow that seemed sweeping on and
on for ever to the world's end, to an Ultima Thule
of despair, where on the moonlit sky-line hung a
cloud of marble poised between four minarets,
beacons of prayer on the white foreshore of a sea
of sky.
Like a man walking in a dream I made my way
towards the garden, uncertainly, unthinking ; the
very air I breathed seemed unreal, an atmosphere of
trance, steeped in silence, ice-cold light and the
warm perfume of nocturnal flowers. My eyes were
held spellbound by the white wonder of the dome.
I saw it in the distance, beyond the dark recession
of the yews, doubled by sheets of water mirroring
the aerial radiance; I saw it near at hand, and
touched the warm marble, blue in the lambent
shadows, rippling with opalescent gleams under
the moon. And then I walked away again and,
seated on a stone bench in the defunctive gloom
of a black cypress, gazed once more at the great
sepulchre.
In blank suspense I sat there void of thought,
waiting for I knew not what. Slowly, at last, the
strands of vagrant feeling coalesced, crystallized
into consciousness. Vague thoughts as yet, drugged
by the overdose of sheer sensation, incoherent as a
drunkard's.
Little by little my thoughts took form in broken
phrases. . . . More durable than bronze . . .
immortal love . . . and infinite regret ... the
glory of a poet's dream . . . a litany in stone, insis-